George Scharfand bis Drawing of the Strand
works, with the result that his illustrations are to be found in
many of the books by Professor Owen, and other scientific writers
of the time. In this way he delineated the skulls and skeletons of
many extinct animals found embedded in the soil or rocks, and
numerous plates from his hand are to be found in the annals of the
Old Geological Society. Besides this, he made large watercolour
drawings, on commission, of such subjects as a sitting of Parlia-
ment, and the Lord Mayor's banquet. So far a pedestrian, more
than an inspired, career. But it is precisely as a pedestrian that
Scharf is of value to us. His private hobby seems to have consisted
in making watercolour drawings of old London, with particular
regard for beadles, night watchmen, and other vanishing figures
of the past, and a special enthusiasm for old shop fronts and for
the little details of costume and street architecture which would
appeal to someone of foreign origin as being characteristic of his
adopted capital. An enormous mass of these small drawings,
amounting to several hundreds in number, were deposited by his
heirs, a year or two after he had died, at the British Museum, and
are to be studied in the Print Room. As documents, but in point
more of painstaking detail than of character, they compare with
the collection of drawings given by Constantin Guys in his old
age, just before his fatal accident, to the Carnavalet Museum in
Paris. Those, of course, are works of a great artist; these are topo-
graphical illustrations, but their "meticulous detail amounts in the
aggregate to something as typical of London as the Monstrosities
of Cruikshank. His drawings of provincial towns could not, it is
obvious, be as important, as his rendering of the Strand. They
could but be subsidiary to the great street of London. And it so
happens that one of his finest drawings is a view along the Strand.
To look at this drawing, and contemplate the possibility of
walking down that Strand, is a prospect to make the mouth water.
For as far as the eyes can see there are shop fronts, bow windows,
every enticement that painted lettering and a pane of glass can
offer. There is more to buy than in the bazaars of Damascus or
Grand Cairo; under the arcades of the Palais Royal; or in the toy-
shops of old Nuremburg. So let us start from Charing Cross and
walk along the Strand. In the distance hangs the white dome of
St. Paul's. Straight in front is Gibb's steeple of St. Mary-le-Strand,
a little masterpiece of elegance and good manners, paying tribute
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